82    CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN
"It's nearly on© o'clock: get up. What's the news ?"
"To-day is tlie opening of the exposition of the Impressionists. We'll have a bit of breakfast round the corner, at Durant's, and we'll go on there. I hear that Bedlam is nothing to it; there is a canvas there twenty feet square and in three tints: pale yellow for the sunlight, brown for the shadows, and all the rest is sky-blue. There is, I am told, a lady walking in the foreground with a ring-tailed monkey, and the tail is said to be three yards long."
And so we went to jeer a group of enthusiasts that willingly forfeit all delights of the world in the hope of realising a new sestheticism; we went insolent with patent leather shoes and bright kid gloves and armed with all the jargon of the school. "Cette jambe ne ports pas;" £fla nature ne se fait pas comme $&?* "on dessine par les masses; combien de tetes?" "Sept et demi." eeSi j'avais un morceau de craie je mettrais celle-la dans un bocal, c'est un foetus" etc.; in a word, all that the journals of culture are pleased to term an artistic education. And then the boisterous laughter, exaggerated in the hope of giving as much pain as possible.
The history of Impressionist art is simple. In the beginning of this century the tradition of French art —the tradition of Boucher, Fragonard, and Watteau —liad been completely lost; having produced genius, their art died. Ingres is the sublime flower of the classic art which succeeded the art of the palace and the boudoir: further than Ingres it was impossible        and
